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FOREWORD NOVEMBER, 1958 


Karl H. Reed Sr., one of the most prominent etchers in the 
middle west in the early part of the 20th Century was the first 
person to call attention to the beauties of the Indiana Dunes. In 
addition, Jens Jensen, in 1916, speaking for the “FRIENDS OF 
OUR NATIVE LANDSCAPE” said, “There are none like them any- 
where else in the world” for the variety and interest in their flora, 
their migratory birds in season and other unique features. 

For this reason, an attempt is being made again to have Congress 
pass a law to preserve the only remaining unoccupied 3% miles of 
this unparalleled region to make it a NATIONAL MONUMENT. 

The following pages illustrated by Earl Reed Sr. are an account 
of a visit to the Dunes on a Sunday in November, 1917. This was 
the year that daylight-saving was inaugurated. On this par- 
ticular Sunday the time changed back to Standard Time. 

I was requested to write about our unusual experience and to 
read it at one of the famed “MONDAY EVENINGS” in the home 
of Dr. George Burman Foster, at that time, Head of the Dept. of 
Comparative Religions at the University of Chicago. Ear] Reed Sr. 
who was often present at these gatherings, requested me to type 


with a wide margin this hastily written letter to Dr. Foster, so 
that he could make pictures of our experience. Mr. Reed had 
written several illustrated books on the Dune Country and the 
people who lived there. 

We were a group of friends led by Captain Charles H. Robinson, 
a noted Civil War Veteran and member of the Prairie Club. 
Captain Robinson spent every Sunday for many years breaking 
trails in the Dunes, discovering Indian relics, rare plants and birds 
and photographing them. 

Our group left Chicago on the Illinois Central, then drawn by a 
steam locomotive and changed at Pocatello Siding near 111th St. 
to the South Shore Electric. We left the train at Portchester. 
We hiked through the unspciled woodlands to the lake, and 
down the beach to the Geraldine Cottage. The Geraldines, 
also, were friends of Captain Robinson. This area is the general 
section now being considered for a National Monument. 
In the Dunes Acres region, too, Captain Rebinson found a thirteen 
petal wild rose which the ROSE SOCIETY OF AMERICA named 
after him. The Geraldine Cottage was located near the grounds of 
the Prairie Club before it had to move to Harbert, Michigan, to 
make way for the Indiana Dunes State Park. Both the South Shore 
Electric and the Prairie Club were started in 1908, fifty years ago 
now. The fish were purchased at Johnson’s near by the Geraldine 
Cottage. Jchnson's Fisheries are now located at the edge of the 
Indiana Dunes State Park. A dense fog came up unexpectedly 
which completely blotted out familiar landmarks, causing Captain 
Robinson to lose his way through the dunes and woods. when we 
were headed for the train to take us home. 


Irma R. Frankenstein 


"To my 


Etching made in 1920 
of Captain Charles H. Robinson 


and inscribed 


friend Emmy Frankenstein on her wedding day 
- Earl H, Reed" 


ROBINSON ROSE 


CAPT. 


ABOUT THE AUTHOR 


While recuperating from a recent severe heart attack, my 
mother, Irma R. Frankenstein, now 87 years, just wrote her own 
foreword to the following letter story she originally wrote in 1917. 
This has led some to nickname her “THE GRANDMA MOSES OF 
THE WOODLAWN HOSPITAL.” 

Mamma has always been very active and is getting on her feet 
again. Mamma and all her children have written “things”. 
But Mamma went to the University of Chicago when ONLY ONE 
BUILDING WAS THERE — Cobb Hall. She studied English Com- 
position under Professor Robert Herrick and later with Thorton 
Wilder. 

The following Dunes episode has been treasured for many years 
by our family and friends. It is offered now to the general public 
to enjoy, too, with the earnest hope they may get “The feel of our 
Dunelands.” 

We have not kept in touch with Mr. Foote, Miss Alden or the 
Geraldines, but of all the OTHER persons mentioned, only just we 
Frankensteins are living today. 

My father, Dr. Victor S. Frankenstein, was a Senior Staff mem- 
ber of the Woodlawn Hospital since its beginning days until he 
passed on in 1955 at age 85. He was kept “on the go” day and 
night, as all*the doctors were, during the days of the terrible 
Spanish Flu Epidemic of World War One. Autos, not being so 
prevalent then, it was easy for Mamma to recognize his “machine” 
far down the block, because of his Doctor's Coupe with the medical 
insigne in front and its removable body — a different one for 
winter and summer. 

A taxi driver lately mentioned to me that he’d been to Tremont 
in the Indiana Dunes, and added, “Wonder what they ever did 
about saving them? They are different from lawns of cut grass 
and clipped trees and flowers in rows — it is Nature in the rough, 
and I liked it fine there.” 

Therefore, it isn’t just the select few who love our Dunelands, 
but EVERY man, woman and child. Those who have been there 
will surely enjoy the following pages. But, primarily, for those 
who’ve never been to “THE DUNES”, this is presented with the 
wish they may understand more of the “atmosphere” of the 
Dunes. For its UNIVERSAL APPEAL, Mamma adds her bit to 
the work of the many persons who are trying to 


SAVE THE DUNES. 
Emily F. Chapman. 


EARL H. REED 
ARCHITECT 
343 S. Dearborn Street 
CHICAGO 4 


November 12, 1958 


Mrs. Emily F. Chapman 
Route 1 
New Buffalo, Michigan 


Dear Mrs. Chapman: 


As you know, it gave me great delight to talk with your 
mother, Mrs. Irma R, Frankenstein, recently, and to see 
her ms, "The Chronicle of the Befogged Dune-Bugs” which 
my late father illustrated so characteristically by his 
own suggestion, 


The humor-vein running thru these border embellishments 
is of a sort greatly beloved in our family but little 
known outside. My brother and I are very happy to have 
them used in the book for the cause of Saving the Dunes 
by one of his great friends, 


ordially yours, 


ert PF eae 


Earl He Reed, F.A,I.A. 


EHR/gl 
cc: Collins B,. Reed 


We wish to thank everyone who has so graciously given us help 
in any way to produce this book thru their time, advice and cor- 
rections about historical parts — as this is a true story. 


Part of the proceeds of the sale of this book are being donated 
for saving the Dunes to “The Save the Dunes Council”; this organ- 
ization has endorsed this book. 
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T hate Te write Jeu this later 


Dear Dr. Foster, 


I hate to write you 
this letter because it 
might make you feel 
bad, but I cannot help 
myself. You ought to 
know what I am about 
to tell you because it 
concerns your wife and 
child, your fish, and 
one other who abides 
beneath your roof tree. 


(I hate to mention trees for reasons which ‘you will discover later 
on.) And it concerns, too, my Dear Dr. Foster, some other persons 
whom you are pleased to call your friends. I know that you, 
being a gentleman born and bred, wouldn’t call them anything 


een f- ) 


AH Heres Stas 


else, though by the time 
you have read my 
epistle. you may wish to 
call them down. 

The morning started, 
as mornings have a way 
of doing, an hour later 
than Sunday mornings 
have been starting all 
summer, and that was 
part of the trouble. 


Silbouctta oF 
L3 é ot 
>( al Form 


For, if the morning had started earlier, the evening would have 
started earlier, and the trouble would have started earlier, and 
then it might not have started at all. 

Well, as I was saying, the morning started, and the train start- 
ed, and the rain started, and I’m started so hard that I don’t seem 
lo be getting anywhere. But I know how patient you are, dear 
kind Dr. Foster, and so with your permission, I’]l start over again 
and begin where I met Mrs. Foster on the train at 63rd St. and 
she came and sat down next to me and I said, by way of a friendly 
greeting because it was raining a little, meaning no harm, 

“Good-morning, 


- Mrs. Foster, I see the 
fools aren’t all dead 
yet.” 


And she an- 
swered kind of 
snappy, 

“Are you cast- 
ing aspersions?” 

And I said in 
cod Monn y Ms osley a very lady-like way, 
which is my custom, 


“Mrs. Foster. just because your husband is in the university is 
no reason why you can use big words at me. I might cast eyes 
at the Captain before the day is over, or I might cast some of the 
various layers of clothes I have on, if this car gets too stuffy, but 
I never do cast aspersions on a Sunday morning. 

“Furthermore, Mrs. 


Coa tks Foster, if I wanted to 

Bs a6 . 
use big words at you: 
go there are bigger 
ye. Re words in the Medical 
oe profession than in 
r the Comparative Re- 
Be. mae ligion profession, not 
4 “ meaning no slam at 


¥ your husband. I know 

S this because in the 

if Wiese ahx ——-— good old days before 
= Cast aspersions on : the Flu, I sometimes 
a Srtney seal | . used to talk to a me- 

dical man who lives 

in our house. I never see him any more, but maybe I might still 
recognize him if I saw him driving along in his machine, because 


I know his machine.” 


But all this has nothing to do with the further adventures of 
your wife and child, the Captain and his friends, but I thought 


— 


you'd rather have me get off the track than to have the train get 
off the track. Well, anyway, as you may have guessed because 
the Captain was along, we were bound for the Dunes. We 
watched the scenery unrolling as the train sped on and after my 
polite and restrain- 
ed answer to Mrs. 
Foster, she gave 
me no further 
trouble in trying 
to impress me 
me with the big 
words that you 
teach her. 

I think we jour- 
neyed as far as 
PORTCHESTER. 
Then we left the 
train and struck 
off down a road- 
way and across the country into the Dunes, and arrived at the 
Geraldine cottage just in time to eat. What time that was, it is 
not necessary to state, for it is always “time to eat” at the Dunes. 

Right here let me introduce my cast of characters, 


Mrs. Foster — _ a lady you know 
pr s a . . 
Swit pie Chaps fet \ Jessie Foster — _ her child and yours 
oy Sra tins on Soff Sanz. £ 
3 Capt. Robinson — _ a guide 
Mr. Foote — _ his small nephew, 6 ft. 


in his rubbers 


Miss Alden — _ a descendant, with a 
brilliant future behind her 


Py Emmy Frankenstein 
Buddy Frankenstein just Frankensteins 
Mrs, Frankenstein 


Well, it was time to eat and so they ate. They complained after- 
ward that they lost their appetites and it was good that they did, 
because later in the day they lost themselves, and they might just 
as well have grown accustomed to losing things earlier as later. 
But I anticipate. Now, of course, between the R. R. station and 
the Geraldine cottage I might put in a lot of scenery, but it 

is hard to put 

Ys it in, because, 

‘ although you 

may mention a 

luminous, opal- 

escent sky 

reaching above 

and around the 

; a ge yellow and rus- 

=—— eS set fringes of 

ae Sh = the woods, and 

Pe Te Covatd one off in the dis- 
a . Coffe 


ae tance the soft 


= With yussét i undulating 
a mae > sand-hills, and 
ope tty 1 later the play 


of the shades of 
sapphire between the drifting clouds above the lake and in the 
waters that beat against the shore, you cannot bring in the feel 
of the out-of-doors, the fresh air in your lungs and the stretching 
away in all directions toward an horizon. This you do not feel 
in the city, and it is good to feel it sometimes, with the fresh air 
in your lungs. 

Excuse this diversion: You see we are Dune-bugs, and a Dune- 
bug is an entomological thing which sees marvelous effects of 
color and line where an ordinary bug sees sand and more sand. 

ang But, as I was saying, we were through 

with what someone called “our bounti- 

ful repast,” and the rest went out and 

gathered wild grapes while Mrs. Foster 

Tune Bu and I washed the dishes. Maybe you 


, nNoTing a know the story about thecar driver who, 
Narva lous 


apfet 


4 


when he had a vacation, couldn’t 
think of anything else to do, and so 
he rode about with the other car- 
drivers. You see Mrs. Foster had a 
Sunday off — but I don't like to 
« « speak too much about all the dread- 
Ns Foster hada Sunday off ful things Mrs. Foster did that day. 


The afternoon wore on and as it wore on, it grew later and it 
grew colder, and the sands began to blow about, and Mr. Foote, 
the nephew, and Miss Alden, the descendant, talked about earlier 
trains. The Captain said whatever train you take will be earlier 
than the one that comes later, and so we’ll take the earlier train 
as you wish. Meanwhile they had gathered in their harvest of 
grapes, and split the kindling for the dwellers in the cottage, and 
some read, and some slept, and some smashed lamp-chimneys, and 
some told stories, and some were eating all the way through. Not 
always the same ones were eating, you understand, but the 

bountiful supplies had 
dwindled with the waning 
day and the fading light. 


Once I said something 


is > to Mrs. Foster about nice 
re warm homes at home, but 
I don’t remember what 
bie she answered. Anyway she 
- didn’t try any more of her 
4 « big words on me and that 
4 Dy». ae was some comfort. 
‘ oe 2 P COP Na | But come we now to the 
hits, Se ani 
thrilling moment when 
Pe Te: : 


= the party left the warm 
shelter of the Geraldine 
cottage, and trailed away 
across the sand bound for 
the Portchester station and 
the 7:10 train. Darkness 


amp Chim wens 


Read. wk) l 


(Rais Buen ) Pe 


Darkness 
Blo Tn 
the the Kant 


out 
scape 


had descended upon the 
face of the earth and with 
it a slight drizzle, but a- 
bout that darkness noth- 
ing was slight; thick and 
black it blotted out the 
landscape and only a faint 
glimmer shone through 
the windows of the cot- 
tage. The cast of charact- 
ers halted in a close group 
with the two fishes among 
them, with their baskets 
of grapes, and alpen 
stocks, and cameras, and 


Miss Alden’s best hat. Now, when I mentioned that Miss Alden 
being a distinguished descendant, had a brilliant future behind 
her, I forgot to say she has a designing future ahead of her. She 


Fait Qrass 
? <ppect ) 


ad dae qed 
Qn aviefe bade x 


Gite Scena: ——/\ Water <e lovs } 


Vermithon 
Ovauge. ) 
S ween 


Ullea marine 
Mauve, : 
unt S lemma 
amt < 
“Ro $e Piao 
Vand yim Brawn 


had designed her artistic 
hat and the party halted 
to lament the unsought 
watered effect which was 
descending upon it. By 
profession Miss Alden is 
not a milliner. but a skill- 
ed interior decorator. Mr. 
Foote and Buddy Frank- 
enstein practiced her. pro- 
fession that whole day 
and they said that if you 
decorate your interior 
with plenty of sausage 
and apples, you get some 
violent contrasts. 


The lamentations about the hat being over, Emmy Frankenstein, 

a bright child, if I do say so myself, suggested that each be given 
a number, and each hang on to the one in front of him, and that 
each one be ree onto by the one behind him, and it was too bad 
% that the Captain, who headed the 
party, had no one to hold on to but 


ae ee — his instinct, and that failed him, and 


Mr. Foote, who footed the party, had 
jee aes . no one who could hold on to him, 


dong rot nslew, but that was the way things were 
a bright chi a and they couldn’t be helped. 


Thus they started, and the darkness couldn’t grow darker be- 
cause it was the very superfluousest darkness that ever could be 
thought of. It was so thick and flowing all about with such in- 
sistence that if you had cut it with a knife, the rift wouldn’t have 
rifted. And so they tagged across the soft, yielding sand and 
came to the edge of the wood. 
Trees rose up and disputed the 
right of way and leaves crack- 
led beneath their feet, but the 
Captain was leading and the 
fish and the other bugs were 
following. 


We did not put 
the fish into our 
i. cast of characters 
: because at the be 
ginning they did 
not carry much 
weight in the plot, 
but like all fish 
that appear in nar- 
catives, they grow 
heavier as the.sto- 
ry proceeds. When 
they were pur- 
chased from. the 
fisherman who is 
next door neighbor 
some distance a- 
way to the Lady 
Geraldine, they 
weighed, on the 
fish-scales, four 
and five pounds, 
respectively. But 


25° tbs 


ar INCreasing mw 39 (bs 
Size avs the Peroscss 
the and oF the fournes 


as the difficulties increased, the fishes grew in inverse ratio to 
the square of the distance, which means that by the time they 
reached the end of their journey they were as big as whales. And 
so now whenever I mention the fishes you must be attentive and 
watch them grow. 


: Right here the Captain 

s stopped. I do not know*where 
“Right here” was, but the 

Captain didn’t know either 

/ and that was the whole dif- 
hes r ficulty. When the Captain 
uvyed Ss , stopped, the fish stopped, and 

Ss the right the column halted down to 
its foot and the Captain said. 


y 2 “We are a little off the 


trail, let’s turn to the right.” 
“Al-a-mand right!” They 
turned to the right. 
Then the Captain 
said, 


: “We are a little out 
of the trail, let’s turn 
. to the left.” 


They turned to the 
left. 


al Then the Captain 


ts Vicened te 3 % r said, 


the left “We ought to go 
this way.” 


: Then they went 

a this way, and then 

they went that way, 

=o and then they went 

7 another way, but it 

was no wonder. It was so pitchy, inky dark that nobody could 

tell his right hand from his left and so the Captain couldn’t either, 

and the fishes couldn’t tell whether their fins were pointing up 

or down. And one said to the another, 

“Is this a nightmare? Will we wake 

up and find ourselves in our nice 
warm beds?” 

But Mr. Foote, the Captain’s little 

six foot nephew in his rubbers, answer- 

oS >* ed. “No this is no nightmare, and I 

Night-mave ; know I ate sissage on a Sunday.” 
Some of the rest had guilty feelings in their “tummy’s”, and 
they all agreed that it wasn’t a nightmare although it felt like 


one, even to the sissage. us § 4 ¢ ? € 2 


"Svensk the Siss.age 


ef 


Dear Dr. Foster, it’s a funny feeling to be awake in a _ night- 
mare, and to meet Mrs. Foster and Jessie in it, though I’m 
not saying that made it like a night-mare. 

Meanwhile, notwithstanding the fact that we had with us 
that bright child, Emmy, the darkness, and the blackness and the 
pitchiness and the inkiness continued and we wandered on, and 
the Captain led, and we and the fishes followed. 

Remember what I 


\ | told you about the 
“TF fishes. 


And we all said, 


~. And the Captaxy Z “Captain, light a 


Cy, ” (tia malek match.” And the Cap- 
Ve; tain lit a match. 
ty a And the match 
=i went out. 


And we said, 

“Light another.” 

“Went out “ And he lit another. 
And that went out. 


And so he kept lighting matches and they went out. and he 
kept doing it again till a brilliant member said, 

‘Build a fire.” 

And he built a_ brilliant 
fire. 

He is a dear accommodat- 
ing Captain, and a good day- 
light guide. But, in the the 
dark, we prefer a_search- 
light. 


be tHe bhuiltma byihyant> Five. a 
Everybody helped with that fire except, I grieve to say: it, Mrs. 
Foster. She just stood and looked on, and sawed wood, and that 
was a good thing to do after all, for we needed it for our fire. 
Now, Dear Doctor Foster, I wasn't one bit frightened, although 


en ae Mee te 


Fo, 


¢ the. Ru oamin 
j ie ead 


I do read Earl 
Reed’s books and 
he leaves you but 
a slender reed of 
hope to lean upon 
where he _ speaks 
of quaking bogs, 
and forest fires 
and wolves in the 
region of Mr. Tom, 
and I was _ just 
sure we must be 
near there. But I 
said to myself “I 
will be brave. I 
will not show a 
white feather be- 
cause it wiill not 
be becoming in 
this drizzle.” I 
thought of chills 
and Flu germs, 
but not even a ro- 
bust, self-respect- 
Flu hug would be 


roaming about those woods at that time of night. Then I thought 
of spending the night about the campfire with my fish and your 
fish. and my child and your child, but nothing had any terror for 
me except the vision of you, Dear Dr. Foster, and my own Dr. F. 
tearing your hair, each one tearing his own, I mean, and pacing 
the floor and wondering in your anxiety what had become of 
your wives and children, and of the Captain and his little nephew 
and Miss Alden, the descendant of John, and of her hat, and of 


the fishes, your fish and cur fish. 


The Captain took a torch 
and went one way, and his 
nephew footed it another 

se “at way, and the children car- 
Lat on ried sand to be handy when 

of th ¢ Compas: we should want to put out 

the fire. Jessie and Emmy 

brought it in pails but Buddy 


carried two handfuls every 
trip and in his mouth he 
bore a cup by its handle 
filled with sand. He was 
determined that we would 
leave no forest fire when 
orders would come _ to 
2 march to the North, or the 

: South, or the East, or the 
cart Caer cont West, or in all directions 


at once. 


The Captain returned, 

but without the trail. Mr. 

Foote returned announcing 

a remarkable discovery. He 

=f said, “Let us hold a coun- 

cil of war and then I shall 

Cospla Piro” age divulge my remarkable 
discovery.” 


Everybody gathered about the fire and nothing was heard but 
the crackling of the logs; but around the edge of the circle, waiting 
to gather them again into its awful uncertainty, lurked the 


darkness. 


Then Mr. Foote announced that he had found a Dune. 
“A Dune!” exclaimed one, and another, “How extracrdinary!” 
“Yes, a Dune — a sand-dune, made of sand,” said Mr. Foote. 
And they all said again, ‘A sand-dune. How strange. And in 
this region, too.” 
Then the Cap- 
tain and the other 
— Cast of Characters 
ate dune decided that they 
“ would negotiate 
bend Se yeh de this Dune, and in 
, ee all probability, it 
would lead them 


q beyond to the road 
4 Yr Ws way, and the road 
way would lead to 


Me sole 2nnoun ce) the station, and 
thet be bad Found | the train, and 
a “Aune hame and our nice 


warm beds. And 
they set out to 
climb the Dune. 


They walked and 

Se they climbed and 
Pe they crawled, and 
yA te the hospitable sand 


came up to meet 


elbows, and their 
waists. Children 


them, to their 
fe tH “fudthes Cramled knees, and their 


, 


helped their mo- 


ra thers, and mothers 


helped their child- 
ren, and two broke their glass-eyes, one of the right one and 
*tother the left, leaving one good pair beween them, though they 
don’t exactly match: and there was more trouble about hats for 
Mrs. Foster let her best bonnet blow off and go whirling down 
the Dune with brave Mr. Foote in hot, very hot pursuit. They 
aidn’t stop just then to pin a medal on him. 


And the fishes — you 
must never forget the 


2 fe # a fishes — for right here 

< ep wm the cold-blooded things 

or a cay began to do that in- 
< ~ 

es af assur * SS. sverse ratio business 


~ which I told you about. 
Instinctively, through thick and thin, the wanderers hung on the 
fishes, for fish you know, is supposed to be brain-food, and ought 
to be feed to those who are Dune-bugs on November nights. 
Finally, with grit in their soles and sand in their shoes, they 
reached the top of the Dune and lo! in the distance there glowed 
a light, and as they approached, the surroundings became familiar, 
and they were back at the Geraldine 


cottage, and it was 7:30 and the 7:10 

train left at ten minutes after seven. 

Another hasty council of war: 

Should they spend the night at the 
cottage? 


ae Fs vr 
= pec ec a 


Although 


Ks | ep permeated 
with the 
v KY ¥ warmth of 


the Geraldine 
Dune Bugs" evmeated with the hospitali- 


Warmth of Geraldine Yospta lity F vlhg eae 


not enough 
blankets to go around, and the only place you could keep your 
feet warm was inside the Lady Geraldine’s bake-oven. Obviously 
eight pairs of Chicago feet, including Mr. Foote’s rubbers, and the 
fishes couldn’t spend the night in one oven. So they decided to 
start out in search of the macadam road of which Captain was 
sure he was sure, but which meant two and one-half miles more 

hiking. 
They started: Sand and sand and sand, blowing up into faces 
and pricking like needles, penetrating into shoes and making 
them weigh tons, a faint 


gleam underfoot all to the 
accompaniment of the 
waves pounding on the 
beach, d th 

ae ca he 


= laughter 
sh Aeadas fe fs slavt out and fun of the Cast of 
Ih Beavek of the Mac adam yoad 


Characters each one bear- 
Wath the vest a the f avly ing up like a good sport 


and carrying his burden 


329 of feet or fish or grapes or 
camera. 
m 32 And then — the roadway — a per- 


roadway, leading somewhere. They 
<= tramped and marched and hiked, and 
Mr. Foote sang every song he knew 
and many which he didn’t know and 
ri 2di¢ mq whenever he ran out of material, he 
‘ sang this edifying refrain, which was 
one of the songs he knew: 
“Oh, the boy stood on the burning deck, 
His feet were white as snow, 
But the letter never came. 
Oh. wherever the boy went, his feet were sure to go. 
They followed him to school one day 


fectly good, straight, smooth, friendly 
y 2 Bi 2 | BS 


fram 


It was against the rule, 

And it made the teacher mad 
Because he brought his feet to school, 
And she slapped him on the hand.” 

Now if this is a sample of what Mr. Foote knew, you can ima- 
gine what the songs were like which he didn’t know. But let us 
forgive Mr. Foote, he did his best. His melodious foot-notes buoy- 

ed up our spirits and maybe it was cold, 

\ and dark and tired, but this was a 

merry party having a glorious adventure, 

, merely having touched the edge of danger, 

—Feet Noles and a little thrilled because it had come 
through. 

At a cross: 

roads the 

SOE MOM LM SME party halted. 

Said the 

© well nana the next mile * Captain, “If 


we make the 
next mile in twenty minutes, we can make the 8:40.” 

We'll make the next mile,” announced one and all. 

And now this narrative for a moment must become personal. 
Me and my alpen-stock thumped along the road, and behind me, 
urging me on, encouraging me, telling me how graceful I was, 
came Mr. Foote. He relieved me of my hand-bag, and Buddy 
trailing along in our footsteps, and the fishes charging ahead, 
we made up our minds and all of our powers of locomotion, that 
it would be do or die. 


In due time, with the train due in three minutes, we were as- 
sembled at the station and the gang was all there. 


The Captain scanned the track and listened, and saw a green 
light, and said the train would soon be coming, and prepared a 


torch, and we had visions of home 
and bed. 

Then the Captain whispered 
something to Mr. Foote, and Mr. 

2 Foote, his aide-de-camp, hiked away 
the ap fauy ay across the track to the farm-house 
the Frac a few rods away, and returned and 
whispered something in the Cap- 


Bos tain’s ear, dropping silent profani- 
a4 ty the while, which we all heard 
are intuitively, and demanded to know 


“Dropping arkek Profanity * the whyfore of. 


rae, a 


“ail them the worst | 


Mr. Foote said, “Tell them the 


The Captain said with a flourish, 

“The 8:40 train has been chang- 
ed to 10:30, so you see I brought 
you here on time.” 

Another council of war, and we 
decided to throw ourselves upon 
the mercy of the neighboring far- 


mer, and rather court a refusal from him than woo Flu germs in 


the shelterless train-shelter. 


But the kind farmer offered us the hospitality of his warm 
cheerful room, and the use of his telephone for a consideration, 
and we sat near the stove and waited, and looked at pictures. and 


ra Kind , alee - 


= —the a ame, beads 
Ghout hev nenk “ 


$14 ht Qunce bottle 


ae. Some of the Dariiness 
Which he bravyht heme 4s 


& Souven 


at his wife’s red calico gown 
with the yellow amber beads 
about her neck, and her fine 
benignant face above her color- 
scheme, till train time. 

At last it was time to go and 
we went. We arrived at the 
tracks and lo and behold one 
of us was left behind — a fish. 


The Captain’s poor 
long-suffering nephew 
footed it back to Farmer 
Green’s, and while the 
obliging Farmer Green 
searched the _ rubbish 
heap and accused the 
dog and found no fish, 
and the Cast of Char- 
acters were growing ap- 
prehensive for the rum- 
ble of the train was 
heard in the distance, 
the Captain called, 
“Here it is. Here it is,” 


One and all scampered to the track, and Mr. Foote came sprint- 


ing from the rubbish heap. 


They thought it was the train, but 


the Captain declared joyously that it was their dear lost fish, and 
then the reunited party waved their torch, and stopped the train 


singing: 


“Lives of Dune-bugs all remind us 
It is hard the sand to climb, 

But in struggling bravely o’er them 
We can make the train on time. 
Hike out real, hike in earnest, 

If the 7:10 is your goal, 

Sand around you, sand inside you 
Cannot conquer your brave soul.” 


Respectfully yours, 


Irma R. Frankenstein 
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CAPTAIN CHARLES H. ROBINSON 
Hiking in Dunes in the 1920’s 
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Port Chester Station 

Geraldine Cottage 

Johnson’ s Beach & Fisheries 

Mt. Tom 

Prairie Club 

Tremont Station and Farmer Green’s 

Mineral Springs (now the Dune Acres Station) 

Cowles Bog 

Joseph Bailey Homestead (ist white settler in region) 

Area of proposed Dunes National Monument 
Find Route traveled in November 1917 


++} South Shore Electric Railroad 
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